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It appears that the mother granted the wish, for some little
vhile after, and at the time her cold fastened upon her, she
jestingly alluded to the above passage in one of her own let-
;ers to the child: " You see, my dear, how imprudent it was
.n me to go to the expense of 250 francs for your new suit. I
aave been taken ill, and now good-by to the 1,200,000 francs."
The elder lad was old enough to understand the dangerous
nature of his mother's illness, and manifested the most anxious
solicitude to have correct information on the subject of her
health.
Fearing the truth might be kept from him by his grand-
mother and aunts—he was probably aware of their system of
negation on that subject—he would write to the faithful Rose,
adjuring her to tell him exactly how his dear mamma was.
The love of change that had actuated her throughout her
life caused her to choose a new residence in Paris when she
returned from Egypt, although her hotel, Rue Trudon, and its
contents were yet unsold. Her new apartments, No- 9 Place
Royal, were much more spacious than those of her own hotel,
and she half-jestingly, half-sadly remarked that" there would
be plenty of room for those who chose to attend her funeral"
Her mournful prevision was not justified by the event; for,
with the exception of the palaces and public edifices, no build-
ing in Paris would have been spacious enough for the crowd
that followed her remains to their last resting-place.
The hotel in the Place Royal had once pertained to the
ancient family of Nicolai, and had been inhabited by eminent
magistrates and venerable chancellors, one of whom was the
President Nicolai, the tutor of Voltaire. This had also been
the last residence in Paris of the poet Victor Hago.

